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CHAPTER XVII. ,f tneT wa'n't
I ignorant cockroachea. Them was the

At th- - Brick Stora. fop flgbUn., The Husshons
were two .rand place WI tne bJ(rKe8t mPn I ever seen on the

THEREgossip in the community. flcMt molt of m .tandin' six feet
oid tavern on the Kdge- - j eKht n their stockin's but Iord! how

wood Mile of the bridge and we walloped 'em! Once we had a ca li-

the brick store In Kiverboro. The com- - j mounted an' loaded for 'em that
pany at the Edgewood tavern would , w9 so iarge V( tad to draw the ball
be a trifle different In character, more
picturesque. Imposing and eclectic be-

cause of the transient guesta that gave
It change and variety. Here might be
found a Judge or a lawyer un bU way
to court, a sheriff with a handcuffed
prisoner, a farmer or two stepping on
the road to market with a cartful of
produce anil cn occasional teamster. ( smile and a wink, remembering the
ped.lier and Mace On that Abel Hay hnd asked old Hill
nights story like Jel how they got the oxenout or tlie can-

Morrill and Risii Bixhy wou'.d drop in
there and hang their woolen neck com-

forters on the pecs along the wall aide,
tiire there were already hats, top-

coats and fur mufflers, as well us
stacks of whips, canes and oxgonds
standing in the corners. They
then enter room, rubbing j shavings small wood on
han1 genially and, nodding to Com- -

anion I'lke. cepnas toie. nu errj
other, ensconce snugly on what threatened t be a dull

in the group by the great ere- - i evemntr. i mn. .ii-u-

place. The lau.llord was always nna lately in-n- i

to see them euter for stories. - i

though old to him. were new to many i

of the assembled company ami had a j

remarkable effect on the consumption j

of refreshment. J

On summer evenincs gossip was lan- -

guid in village, and if any occurred j

at all it would be on the loafers' bench
at one or the other side of the bridge.

hen cooler weather came the gToup
of local wit gathered in Kiverboro.
cither at I'r.cle Barfs Joiner's shop or
at the brick store, according to fancy.
Tl:e latter place was perhaps the

fr Rivcrboro talkers. It was a
two t'ry. s.ju.nre hri--- build- - j

ing. with a big mouthed chimney and j

an op-- n fi: e. When every in the j

two had six feet of snow j

'
nroiind it mads would always be bro- -

: Ucn to the brick store, and a crowd of j

ten or men would be gathered
there talking, listening, letting, smok- - j

" lug. chewlrg, brngging. playing check- -

ers. singing nnd stories."
Son:e of the men hnd lcen through j

the war of 112 could display
wounds received on the field of j

others were still prouder of won
In encounters wirh the Indians anil
there was one old codger, a revolu-
tionary veteran. Bill Imnhnro by name,
who add bloody tales of bis en-

counters with tl:e "Husshons."
" 'Tls an awful sin to have on your

Bill say from his
la a dark corner, where he would sit
with his bat puiled over his eyes till
the psychological moment came for the
"iiussnons" to be trotted out. ""lis
an awful sin to bare on your soul the
cxtumminntion of a race o' wen. even

HAVE YOU

A CHILD?
MfiiT iftmti Ion m for children, but beratu of

ucne caratWe phrvKal dfranniKnl arc deprived
o trua grcaicat of all tkaopmeaa.

Th mhtnt names follow were rearored
to normal healtfl b Lydia E. hr.kham'i Vegeta-
ble Compound. Wnte and ask them about it.

T

i

J:
Advertisement

"I took your Com-

pound and bave a fine,
strong baby. " Mrs.
John Mitchell, Mu-e- o.

K. Y.

" Lydia E. Pinkbam
.Vegetable Compound it a
wonderful medicine for
expectant mothers."
Mrs. A. M. Myers, Gor-donvi;- ie.

Mo.

" I tighly recommend
Lydia E. Pinkbam'a Veg-
etable Compound before
child-birt- h, it has done so

for me.' Mn. E.
M. Doerh, It. R. I, Con- -
hohocken. Pa.

I took Lydia E. PirV-ham- 'a

Vegetable Com-
pound to build op my
system and have th
dearest baby fcirl in th
world." Mrs. Morb
BLAKELEY, Imperialpa.

"I praise the Com-poa- nd

whenever I have,
a chance. 1 1 did so much
for me before my littU

rl waa born." Mrs.
K. W. Sanders, Kowles-bur- g.

W. Va.

"I your Com
pound before baby waa
born and feel I owe my
life to it. "Mrs. Wjnmb
TiLLis, Winter Jfaven,
Florida.

vxrvrr--T a O "Ii7T-"TA- T

Into It with a joke of oxen
Bill paused from force of tabit. Just

as he bad paused for the last twenty
years. had been t lines when
roars of incredulous laughter bad
greeted this toast, but most of this
particular group bad heard the yarn
more than once and let it pass with a

driver. winter night
champion

would

non on that most memorable occasion.
Oh.- - said Bill. " that was easy

enough. We jest unyoked "em an'
turned 'em out o the primin

It was only early October, but there
bad been a killing frost, and Kzra
Slmms. who kept the brick store, fluni!

the their some and the

the

hearth and lighted a blaze. Just to in
duce a little trade and start conversn- -

nnd themselves tlon
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- remember that funeral well."
long trip throngh the state and into
New Hampshire and his adventures by
field and flood were always worth lis-
tening to. He went about the country
mending clocks and so many an old
timepiece still bears his name, with
the date of repairing written in pencil
on the inside of the door.

There was never any lat-- of sub-Jec- ta

at the brick store, the ldiopyn-rrasie- s

of the neighbors being the most
prolific source of anecdote and com-
ment. Whenever all else failed there)
was always the latest story of Deacon
Baxter's parsimony. In which the vil-
lage traced the Influence of heredity.

"He can't hardly help it. Inherltin' It
on both sides." was Alel Pay's opin-
ion. "The Baxters was allers snug
from time 'memorial, and Koxy's the
snuggest of 'em. When I look at his
ngly mug an bear bis snurlln" voice I
thinks to myself, he's goln the snme
way his father did. When old Levi
Baxter was left a widder man In that
bouse o' his'n up river he grew wuns
an' wuss. if you remember, till he
wa'ii't hardly human at the last, and I
don't believe Foxy even went tip to his
own father's funeral."

" 'Twonld 'n served old Levi right If
nobody else had gone,"' said Itlsh Bix-b- y.

"When his wife died be refused to
come Into the house till the min
ute. He stayed to work In the barn till
all the folks bad assembled and even
the men were all settin" down on
benches In the kitchen. The parson
sent me out for him, and I'm blest If
the oid skunk didn't come In through
the crowd with his sleeves rolled up
went to the sink and washed, and then
set down In the room where the coffin
was, as cool as a cowcurnber."

"I remember tBat funeral well." cor-
roborated Abel Iay. "An Mis' Hay
beerd say to bN daughter, as
soon as they'd put poor oid Mrs. Bax-
ter Int the grave. 'Come on, Marthy;
there's no use eryln' over spilt milk;
we'd better go borne an busk out the
rest o' that corn.' Old Foxy could have
Inherited plenty o' meanness from bis
father, that's certain, an' he's added to
hla Inheritanc right along, like the
thrifty man he la. I hate to think o
them two fine girls wearin' their lin-
gers to the bone for bis benefit."

"Oh. well, 't won't lust forever." said
Lfsh Bixby. "They're the han'souiest
ruupitt o' jc'Ws oij i lie nver. un' they'll
get busliin;Q- - cfore many years. e

'II bale one pretty soou. by the
looks. She never hiidaes an Inch but
Mark Wilson or Phil Perry are fojlerin'
behind, wirii 'cp!ias 'o!e wt bin" his
(liHin e ii;.l.t iilong too. Ujiit.-ii- il dou'l
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seem to have no beaux: what with fly-I- n'

around to keep up with the deacon
an beln' a mother to Patience, her
hands Is full. I guess."

"If things was a little mite difrent
rll round I could prognosticate who
Waitstlll could keep house for." was
Peter Morrill's oplulon.

"You mean Ivory Buynton? Well, If
the deacon was asked he'd never glvo
bis consent, that's certain, an Ivory
ain't In no position to keep a wife
anyways. What was It you heerd
'bout Aaron Bojnton up to New flan
shlre. Teter?" asked Abel Iay.

"Consid'able. one way an' nnotl-r- ,

an' none of It would 'a' been any com-

fort to Ivory. I guess Aaron n Jake
Cochrane was both of em more Inter,
rsted in sarin the sisters' souls than
the brothers'. Aaron was a fine n'

roan, and so was Jake for that
matter. n' they both hnd the gift o
gab. There's nothin' like a limber
tongua If you want to please the wo-

men folks. If report says true, Aaron
died of a fever out in Ohio some-where-a.

Cortland's the place. I b'lieve.
Seems a if be nld his trail ail the way
from New Hampshire somehow, for aa
a usual thing a man o book learnic'
like him would be remembered wher-
ever be went. Wouldn't you call Aaron
Boynton a turrlble l amed man, Timo-
thy?"

Timothy Grant, the parish clerk, had
Just entered the store on an errand;
but, being directly addressed and Judg-
ing that the subject under discussion
was a discreet one and that it was too
early in the evenlns for drinking to
begin, he Joined the group by the fire-

side. He bad preached in Vermont for
several years as an Itinerant Metho-
dist minister before settling down to
farming In Edgewood. only giving up
his profession because bis quiver was
so full of Httle Grants that a wander-
ing life was difficult and undesirable.
When I'ncle Bart Cole had remarked
that Mis' Grant had a little of every-
thing In the way of baby stock now
black, red an" yaller haired, dark and
light complected, fat an' lean, tall an'
short, twins an singles Jed Morrill
had observed dryly. "Yes. Mis' Grant
kind o reminds me of charity."

"How's that?" Inquired I'ncle Bart.
"She beareth all things," chuckled

Jed.
"Aaron Boyton'was Indeed a man of

most adhesive larnin'," agreed Tim-
othy, who had the reputation of the
largest and most unusual vocabulary
in Edgewood. "Next to Jaeob Coch-
rane I should say Aaron had more
gramleloquence ns an orator than any
inrn we've ever bad in these parts. It
don't seem "s If Ivory was coin to take
after his father that way. The little
feller, now. is smart ' a whip an'
cou'.d tnlk the tail off n brass monkey."'

"Yes. but Kwlman ain't no kin to the
Boyntons." Abel reminded him. "He
inhalls from the other side o" the
bouse."

"That's so. Well. Ivory dies for cer-
tain, an' takes after his mother, right
enough, for she hain't spoken a doz-
en words In as ninny yenrs. I guess.
Ivory's got n sight o' book knowledge,
though, nn" they do say he could talk
Greek an' Latin both, if we had any of
"em in the community to converse with.
I've never paid no intention to the
dead languages, lwin" so with
other studies."

"Why do they call 'em the dead lan-
guages. Tim?" asked KNh I'.iby.

"Because nil Ihcm that ever spoke
'em lias perished off the face o' the
land." Timothy answered oracularly.
"Ifend an' gone they be, lock, stock
and barrel: yet there was a time when
I.ntins an" Crustaceans nn" Hebrews
an' I'rooshiuns jm' Australians an' Si-- 1

nicsiaus was cliatterin away iu their
own tongues, an' so pow'ful that they
was wallopin" the whole earth, you
might say."

"I bet ycr they never tried to wallop
these here United States." interpolated
Bill Ininham from the dark corner by
the molnsBes hogshead.

"Is Ivory in here?" The door opened
and Hodman Boynton appeared on the
threshold.

"No, sonny. Ivory ain't been In this
even in." replied Ezra Si in ins. "I hope
there ain't nothin' the matter over to
your house?"

"No. nothing particular," the boy an-
swered, "only Aunt Boynton don't
seem so well as common, and I can't
find Ivory anywhere."

'ouie along with me. I'll help you
look for him. an" then I'll go as fur as
the lane with yer if we don't find him."
And kindly Rish Bixby took the boy'a
baud and left the store.

"Mis' Boyiifou'u had a spell. I guess!"
suggested the storekeeper, peering
through the door into the darkness.
"'Taint like Ivory to be out nights
and leave her to Rod."

"She don't have no spells," said Abel
Iay. L"ncIe Bart seea consid'able of
Ivory, an' he says hla mother Is as
quiet as a lamb. Couldn't you git no
kind of a certif'cate of Aaron's death
out o' that Enfield feller. Peter? Seem
"s if that poor woman oughter be stop-re- d

watcbin' for a dead man; tucker-i- n'

herself all out an' keenin' Ivorr un
tile boy all nerved up."

"I've told Ivory everything I could
gather up In the way of Information
and give him the names of the folks
in Ohio that hnd writ back to New
Hampshire. I didn't dilate on Aaron's
goln's on In Efiingham and Portsmouth. I

pon.is
,

'cause I dassny 'twas nothin' but scan- - L, "
oi Ti.m o. ,,. ... rible.on. ........ u. . ui iirunufir n

never nllow there's any good lo "em,
whereas I've met some as is servin"
the Iyird good an constant on' indulg-l- n'

In no kind of foolishness an devil-
try whatsoever."

"Speak in o' nusshons," snid Bill
Pnnham from his corner, "I remem-
ber"

"We wa'n't alludln' to no Husshons,"
retorted Timothy Grant. "We was
dealln with the misfortunes of Aaron
Boynton, who never fit valorously on
the field o' battle, but perished out In
Ohio of scarllt fever. If what they say
In Enfield la true."

"Tis an easy death." remarked Bill
argiinieiitnfivcly. "Scorlit fever don't
seem like nothin' to me! Mirny's the
time I've been close enough to fire at
the eyeball of a Hu-oiho- an' run the
resk o tieln blown to smithereens!
calm and cool I alters was too! Scarlit

fever Is no, 'easy denth from a wnrrlor's
p int o'.rlow!"

Spenkln' of easy denth." continued
Timothy, "yon know I'm a great one
for words, beln' something of a,scboI-ar- d

In my small way. Mebbe yon no-

ticed thnt Elder Boone used a strange
word In his sermon Inst Pundny?
Words air cur'ous things sometimes
as I know, bevlu' had consid'able leis-

ure time to read when I was Joggln"
'bout the country au' beln' brought
into contack with men o' leu rain. The
way I worked It out. not wlshin' to ask
rnrson any more questions, bein' some-
thing of a scholard myself, is this:
The youth In Ashy la a peculiar kind
o' youth, "n" their religion disposes 'em
to lay no kind ' stress on burning life.
When anything goes wrong with 'em
an' they got a set back In war or busi-
ness, or affairs with women folks, they
want to die right off. so they take a
sword an stan' It straight up wher-
ever they happen to be. in the shed or
the barn or the henhouse, an' they
p'int the sharp end right to their wnist
line, where the bowels an' other vital
organisms is lowcatcd. an then they
fall on to It. It runs Yin right through
to the back an' kills "em like a shot, and
that's the way I cnl'late the youth in
Ashy dies, if my eutomology is correct,
as it gen'ally is."

"Don't seem an, easy death to me,"
argued Ezra, "but I ain't no scholard.
What college did you attend to, Tim?"

"I don't hold no diaplomn." responded
Timothy, "though I attended the Ware-ha- m

academy quite a spell, the same
time as your sister wns goin to Ware-ha-m

seminary where eddication Is still
bein disseminated though of an awful
poor kind compared to the old times."

"It'a live an larn," said the store-
keeper respectfully. "I never thought
of a seminary beln' a place of dissemi-
nation before, but you can see the two
words is near kin."

"Yon can't allers tell by the sound."
snid Timothy Instructively. "Some-
times two words 11 stnrt from thesnme
root an' branch out difTrent. like 'crit-
ter' an' 'hypocritter. A 'hyjKicritter'
must natcherally start by bein" a 'crit-
ter." but a critter ain't obliged to be a
hypocritter "thout he wants to."
"I should hope not," Interpolated

Abel Pay piously. "Entomology must
be an awful interestin" study, though
I never thought of observin' words my-

self. Yept to avoid vulgar language nn'
profanity."

'Tlusshon's a cur'ous word for a
man," interjected Bill Dunham with a
last despairing ofTort. "I remember
seein a Hussbou once that"

"Perhaps you ain't one to observe
closely, Abel." said Timothy, not tak-
ing note of any interruption, simply
using the time to direct a stream of to-
bacco juice to on Incredible distance,
but lunding It neatly In the exact spot
he had intended. "It's n trade by it-

self, you might say, observin" is. an"
there's another sing'lar corruption!
The Whigs in foreign parts, so they
say. build stone towers to observe the
evil machinations of the Tories, an" so
the word "observatory" come Into gen-

eral use! All entomology; nothin' but
entomology."

"I don't see where in thunder you I

picked up so much larnin'. Timothy!"
It wns Abel Day's exclamation, but
every one agreed with him.

CHAPTER XVIII.
The Rod That Blossomed.

VOKY BOYNTON bad taken the
horse and gone to the village on
an errand, a rare thing for him
to do after dark, so Rod was

thinking as he sat in the living room
learning bis Sunday school lesson on
the same evening thnt the men were
gossiping at the brick store. His mint
had required him from the time when
he was proficient enough to do so to
read at least a part of a chapter in the
Bible every night. Beginning with
Genesis, he h.id reached Leviticus mid
bad made up his mind thnt the Bible
was a much more difficult book than
"Scottish Chiefs" notwithstanding the
fact that Ivory helped him oVer most
of the bard places. At the present
juncture he wns vasjly interested in
the subject of "rods" us- unfolded in
the book of Exodus, which was lieing
studied by his Sunday school class.
Whnt added to the excitement was the
fact that his uncle's Christian name.
Aaron, kept appearing in the chronicle
as frequently as that of the great law
giver Moses himself, and there were
many verses nbont the wonder work-
ing rods of Moses and Aaron that had
a strange effect upon the boy's enr
when be read them aloud, as be loved
toJo whenever he was left alone for a
time. When bis mint was In the room
bis instinct kept him from doing this,
for the mere mention of the name of
Aaron, he feared, might sadden bis
aunt and provoke in her that danger-
ous vein of reminiscence that made
Ivory so anxious.

"It kind o' makes me nervous to be
named Rod, Aunt Boynton." said the
boy. looking up from the Bible. "AH
the rods in these Exodus chapters do
such dreadful things! They become
frerpents, and one of them swallows up
all the others, and Mo.ses smites the
waters with a rod. and they become
blood, and the people can't drink the
water and the fish die! Then they
stretch a rod across the streams and

and bring a plague of frogs over
with swarms of Hies nnd hor--

nsects.
"That wns to show God's power to

Pharaoh and melt his hard heart to
obedience nnd reverence." explained
Mrs. Boynton, who hud known the
Bible from cover to cover in her youth
and could still give chapter nnd verse
for hundreds of her favorite passages.

"It took an awful lot of melting. Pha-
raoh's heart!" exclaimed the loy.
"Pharaoh must have been worse than
Deacon Baxter! I wonder if they ever
tried to make him good by being kind
to him! I've rend and rend, but I
enn't find they used anything on him
but plagues and famines und boils andpestilences and thunder and hail and
fire! Have I got a middle nnine. Aunt
Boynton, for I don't like Rod very
much?"

"I never beard thnt you hnd a middle
name; you must ask Ivory," said hN
aunt abstractedly.

Did my father name me Rod. or toy
mother?"

! "I don't really know, rerhops It was
your mother, but don't ask questions,
please."

"I forgot. Aunt Boynton! Yes. I
think perhaps my mother named me.
Mothers 'most always name their ba-

bies, don't tbey? My mother wasn't
like you, she looked Just like the pic-

ture of Pocahontas in my history. 8he
never knew about these Bible rods, I

guess."
"When you go a little further you

will find pleasanter things about rods."
said his aunt, knitting, knitting in-

tensely, as was her habit, and talking
ns if her mind were 1,000 miles away.
"You know tbey were Just little
branches of trees, and it was only
God's power that made them wonder-
ful in any way."

"Ob! I thought tbey were like the
singing teacher's stick he keeps time
with."

"No: If you look at your concordance
youll find it gives you a chapter in
Numbers where there's something
beautiful about rods. I have forgotten
the place. It has been many years
since I looked at it Find it and read
It aloud to me." The boy searched his
concordance and readily found the ref-
erence in the 17th chapter of Numbers.

"Stand near me and read." said Mrs.
Boynton. "I like to hear the Bible
rend aloud T'

Hodman took his Bible and read,
slowly and haltingly, "out with clear-
ness and understanding:

"1. And the Lord spake unto Moses,
saying.

"2. Speak unto the children of Israel,
and take of every one of them a rod
according to the house of their fathers,
of all their princes acpording to the
bouse of their fathers twelve rods:
write thou every man's name upon his
rod."

Through the boy's mind there darted
the flash of a thought, a sad thought.
He himself was a Rod on whom no
mnu's name seemed to be written, or-

phan that be was, with no knowledge
of his parents!

Suddenly he hesitated, for be had
caught sight of the name of Aaron in
the verse that be was about to read
and did not wish to pronounce It in
his aunt's hearing.

'.'This chapter is most too bard for
me to read out loud, Aunt Boynton,"
he stammered. "Can I study it by my-

self and read it to Ivory first?"
Go on. go on, you read very sweet-

ly. I cannot remember what comes
and I wish to hear it."

The boy continued, but without rais-
ing his eyes from the Bible:

"3. And thou shalt write Aaron's
name upon the rod of Levi: for one rod
shall be for the bead of the house of
their fathers.

"4. And thou shalt lay them up in
the tabernacle of the congregation be-

fore the testimony, whore I will meet
with you.

"5. And it shall come lo pass that
the man's rod. whom I shall choose.

Rodman Took His Bible and Read.

shall blossom: and I will make to cease
from me the murmurings of the chil-
dren of Israel, whereby they murmur
agniust you."

Rodman had read on, absorbed in
the story nd the picture it presented
to his imagination. He liked the idea
of all the princes having a rod accord-
ing to the house of their fathers. He
liked to think of the little branches
being laid on the altar in the taber-
nacle, and above all be thought of the
longing of each of the princes to have
his own rod chosen for the blossom
ing.

"C. And Moses spoke unto the chil-
dren of Israel, and every one of their
princes gave him a rod apiece, for ench
prince one. according to their father's
houses, even twelve rods; nnd the rod
'of Aaron was among their rods."
' Oh! how the boy hoped that Aaron's
branch ' would be the one chosen to
'blossom! He felt that his aunt would
be pleased, too. but he read on steadily,
with eyes thnt glowed and breath that
cm ne and went in a very palpitation
of interest:

"7. And Moses laid up the rods be
fore the Lord in the tabernacle of wit-I- n

ess.
"H. And it enme to pass, thnt on the

morrow Moses went into the taber-nncl- e

of witness; and. behold, the rod
of Aaron was budded and brought
forth buds, nnd bloomed blossoms, and
yielded almonds.'

It was Aaron's rud, then, nnd wns an
almond branch! How beautiful, for
the hlosaom would bave been pink:
and how the people must have mar-
velled to see the lovely blooming thing
on the dark altar, first budding, thenblossoming, then bearing nuts! And
what was the rod chosen for? He hur-
ried on to the uext verse:

"i. And Moses brought out all therods from liefore the Lord unto all the(ininren or Israel: and tbey looked, and
1 took every man his rod.
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corner Second aven ue and street.

"10. And the Lord said unto Moses,
Bring Aaron's rod again before the tes-
timony to be kept for a token against
the rebels; and thou shalt quite take
awav their murmurings from me, that
they die not."

"Oh. Aunt Boynton," cried the boy.
"I love my name after I've heard about
the almond rod! Aren't you proud that
it's uncle's name that was written on
the one thnt blossomed?"

He turned swiftly to find that his
aunt'? knitting had slipped on the
floor; her nerveless hands drooped by
her side as if there vere no life in
them, nnd her head had fallen against
the back of her chair. The boy was
paralyzed with fear at the sight of her
closed eyes and the deathly pallor of
her face. He had never seen her like
this before, and ivory wns away. He
flew for n bottle of spirit, always kept
in the kitchen cupboard for emergen-
cies, and throwing wood on the fire in
passing, he swung the crane so that
the tea kettle was over the flame. He
knew only the humble remedies thnt
be had seen used here or there in Ill-

ness and tried them timidly, praying
every moment that he might hear
Ivory's step. lie warmed a soapstone
iu the embers and. taking off Mrs.
Boynton's shoes, put it under her cold
feet. He chafed her hands and gently
poured a spoonful of brandy between
ber pale lips. aThen, sprinkling cam-
phor on a handkerchief, he held it to
ber nostrils, and to his joy s'he stirred
in her chair: before many minutes her
lids fluttered, her lips moved, and she
put her hand to fcer heart.

"Are you better, aunt dear?" Rod
nsked in a very wavering and tearful
voice.

She did not answer: she only opened
ber eyes nnd looked at him. At length
she whispered faintly. "I want Ivory;
I want my son."

"He's out. aunt dear. Shall I help
you to bed the way Ivory does? If
you'll let me. then I'll run to the bridge
'cross lots like lightning and bring him
back."

She assented and. loaning heavily on
his slender shoulder, walked feebly
into her bedroom ofT the living room.
Rod was ns gentle as a mother, and he
was fnmiliar with all the little ollices
that could be of any comfort the
soapstone warmed ngain for her feet,
the bringing of her nightgown from
the closet and when she was in bed
another spoouful of Iwandy in hot
milk; then the camphor by her siile. an
extra homespun blanket over bor and
the door left open so that she could see
the open fire that he made into a
cheerful huddle, contrived so that it
would not snap and throw out danger-
ous sparks in his absence.

All the while ho was doing this
Mrs. Boynton lay quietly in the tied
talking to hersel. fitfully in the faint
murmuring tone that was habitual to
her. He could distinguish scarcely
anything, only euough to guess that
her mind wns still on the Bible story
thnt he was reading to her when she
fainted. "The rod of Aaron was
among the other rods." he heard her
say, and a moment Inter, "Bring Aa-
ron's rod again before the testimony."

Was It bis uncle's mime that had so
affected her? wondered the boy. al-

most sick with remorse, although be
had tried his Wst to evade her com-
mand to read the chapter aloud. What
would Ivory, his hero, his pattern and
example, say? It had always been
Rod's pride to carry his little share of
every burden that fell to Ivory, to be
faithful and helpful In every task giv---

to him. He could walk through
tire without flinching, lie thought, if
Ivory told li(m to, aud be only prayed
that he niiitht not be held responsible
for this new calamity.

"I want Ivory!" came in a feeble
voice from the bedroom.

I iocs your side ache worse?' Rod
asked, tiptoeing to the door.

"No. I nm quite free from pain."
"Would you be a fin Id to stay nlou

Just for awhile If I lock both doors
and run to find Ivory and bring him
back ?"

"No. I will sleep." she whispered,
closing her eyes. "Bring him quickly
before I forget what I want to sHy tc
hinw"

Rod a(ed down the lane and ovel
fields to the brick store whert

1

if.
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'Mvv"""i""aal
Ivory usually bought his groeerlw

His cousin was not there, bot od

the men came out and offered to tab
bis horse and drive over the bridge n

see if he were at one of the neighbor

on that side of the river. Not a vort

did Rod breathe of his aunt's lTmws

he simply said thnt she was locewtra

for Ivory.-an- so he came to find hla
In five minutes they saw the Boyntoi

horse hitched to a tree by the roadslda

nnd in a trice Bod called him and
.i i.: p;rhr rr, ,t Irttfk trrtrr'
wagon to wait for him. He tried nil

best to explatn the situation as the;

drove along, but finally concluded b;

saying: "Aunt really made me readtbi

chapter to her. Ivory. I tried not

when I saw uncle's name in most e
ery verse, but I couldn't help it."

"Of course you couldn't! Now joi

jump out nnd hitch the horse while'

run in and see that nothing has hip

pened while she's been left alone

Perhaps you'll have to go for Dr. Pff

ry."
Ivory went in with fear and trem

bllng. for there was no sound save ti
ticking of the tall clock. The fire bun

ed low upon the hearth, and the do

was open into his mother's room. H

lifted a cnndle thnt Rod had left read:

on the table find st:Ie softly to tier bed

side. She was sleeping like t child,

but exhaustion showed itself in every
line of her face. He felt her hand
and feet and found the soapMone Is

the bed. saw the brandy bottle isd

.the remains of a cup of milk on fi

light stand, noted the handkercaet
still strong of camphor, on the count

pane and the blanket spread carefnl'.f

over ber knees, and then turned a-
pprovingly to meet Rod stealing into tht

room on tiptoe, his eyes big with fear.

"We won't wake her. Rod. I'll watfl
awhile, then sleep on the sitting room

lounge."
"Let me watch. Ivory! I'd feel be-

tter if you'd let me, honest I would!"
The Ijoy's face was drawn with

Ivory's attention was attracted
by the wistful eyes and the beauty i

the forehead under the dark hair. Hi

seemed something more than the chili

of yesterday a care and responsibility

and expense for ali his loving obed-

ience; he seemed all at once different

tonight older, more dependable. nK

trustworthy in fact, a positive comfort

and help in time of trouble.
T Onl the best I knew how. ws

anything wrong':" asked the boy. u
Ivory stood regarding him with

friendly smile.
"'Nothing wrong. Rod! Ir. Terry

couldn't have done any better M

what you had on hand. I don't kno

how I should get along wi-'io-

Here Ivory patted Rod's b0lir

der. "You're not a child any lorjW'

Rod: you're a man and a brother, that

what you are. and to prove it I'll ta

ti... n,-- t !. .,il . ill roil UD '
oVto.'L-- to tMk-- I he second so that I

can be ready for my s liool workt4"

morrow. How docs that suit you- -

"Tiptop!" said the boy. tltistiill w'13

pride. "Til lie down with my clotb

on: it's only it o'clock and I'll get f"1

hours' sleep; that's a lot more tW

Napoleon used to have." .

He carried the Rible upstairs
jut liefore he blew out his candie w

looked ngain at the chapter in

bcrs. thinking he would show It

Ivory
story

ernaile

privately next day.
enchanted him. and asain,

a child, he puts his own name
living self among the rods iu

"Ivory would Ih of

1,.,.... t,A l, .!,.. In "(111

ti'drv1.
that chosen blossom1

keen rebels from jnurmurini:.

(To C'inlinu-i- l

Aea:D w

and
the

,,le prince
how I'd HM

to i,-- po.i ;mi! have it b

one wns to
the

1b Xex
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